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I stood before the triple northern port.

Where dedicated shapes of saints and kings,

Stern faces bleared with immemorial watch.

Looked down benignly grave and seemed to say,

Ye come and go incessant; we remain

Safe in the hallowed quiets of tJie past;

Be reverent, ye who flit and are forgot^

Of faith so noHly realized as this.

I seem to have heard it said by learned folk

Who drench you with aesthetics till you feel

As if all beauty were a ghastly bore,

The faucet to let loose a wash of words,

That Gothic is not Grecian, therefore worse;

But, being convinced by much experiment

How little inventiveness there is in man,

Grave copier of copies, I give thanks

For a new relish, careless to inquire

My pleasure's pedigree, if so it please.

Nobly, I mean, nor renegade to art.

The Grecian gluts me with its perfectness,

Unanswerable as Euclid, self-contained,

The one thing finished in this hasty world,

Forever finished, though the barbarous pit,

Fanatical on hearsay, stamp and shout

As if a miracle could be encored.

But ah! this other, this that never ends,

Still climbing, luring fancy still to climb,

As full of morals half-divined as life,

Graceful, grotesque, with ever new surprise

Of hazardous caprices sure to tVIease,

Heavy as nightmare, airy-light as fern,

Imagination's very self in stone!